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Purr For Me, Cat || Neko!Sal X Travis || A Branch-off Of Kitten 


by Flowers And_Bruises 


Summary 


Honestly, do you expect the person who bullies you for being gay to like you? Or for them 
to also be gay? 


Neither did Sal. 


Sal had lived with being bullied for his ears and tail all his life. People stepping on his tail, 
getting called 'Kitten' in a purr-like tone and even getting his ears and tail pulled. But now 
with his prosthetic face the bullying just got worse. 

"Hey no face!’ someone would jeer one day or it was 'Hey Sally Face! Show us what's under 
the mask!’ 

He delt with it the same way, ignoring it until it went away. 


However, that hasn't worked for his new bully, Travis Phelps. 


~°Chapter 1°~ Corner Store 


~*Sal's P.O. Ve~ 


I and Larry went out to get snacks. Larry had his hair up in a ponytail and he was rocking a red 
jumper and some ripped up blue jeans. He had on black tennis shoes and he looked extra tired. 


I let out a soft sigh and wondered away from Larry, down some other aisles. I continued 
absentmindedly walking the aisles, my fingertips grazing the cold metal racks as I walked. I gave 
out a soft hum until I ran into someone. They cursed and I could hear them spill what they were 
holding. I started to apologize when I looked up and stopped dead in my tracks. 


Travis Phelps 


He was dressed in a magenta sweater with a crisp white button up underneath. He wore some black 
dress pants and black dress shoes. His hair was slicked back except for a few strands that hung in 
his face. His face was littered with bruises. 


He looked surprisingly...attractive 
~*Travis' P.O.Ve~ 


I was walking the aisles, heading for the check-out when I ran into somebody. I cursed and 
dropped my frozen pizza and my water bottle on impact. I looked down at them, ready to punch the 
lights out of them. They started to stutter an apology when we locked eyes. 


Sal Fisher 


He was dressed in a Green Day shirt with a dark maroon zip-up hoodie over it. He wore black 
fingerless gloves and he had his normal double black earrings in. His hair was down out of his 
normal pigtails. His hair spilled over his shoulders and looked super messy. He had a beanie that 
matched the color of his hoodie. He wore his normal red ripped skinny jeans and blue tennis shoes. 


He looked more attractive than he normally did. 


I heard a weird static sound and watched as Sal snapped out of a daze and pull a walkie talkie out of 
his back pocket. 


"Hey, Sally Face, where you at?" A voice came through his walkie talkie. 
Larry Johnson. 
I growled at the thought of him. He was always around Sal. I disliked him with a passion. 


"I'm at aisle six with Travis. I was looking for chicken nuggets." Sal responded, starting to get up 
from his knocked down position. 

"Travis?! Stay there Sal, I'm on my way!" My eyes widened and I could hear the squeaking of 
Larry's tennis shoes as he ran. I panicked and started to pick up my spilled goods and quickly 
stumbled down the aisle. 


I dislike Larry with a passion. 


~*Sal's P.O. Ve~ 


I watched as Travis quickly stumbled down the aisle. 

"Bye Travis..." I gave a small wave and my voice was quiet. Next thing I knew, Larry was next to 
me, angry as ever. He cupped my face in his hands and examined it, looking for breaks or 
scratches. 

"Are you okay?!" He seemed panicked and angry. I nodded and pulled his hands away. 

"He didn't hurt me. He didn't even try." I stated, resting my hands on Larry's forearms. He looked 
around, obviously trying to look for Travis. I heard the bell ring on the front door of the store. 


Travis left. 
"Odd..." Larry said, finally meeting my eyes with a calm gaze. 


...Odd indeed... 


~°Chapter 2°~ Travis 


~°Sal's P.O.V°~ 
After running into Travis at the corner store, I've noticed things about Travis. 


-Travis flinches a little bit when you lift a hand to touch him, I think it's connected to his home life. 
-Travis looks more stressed as time goes on and we get closer to going home. 

-If I make eye contact with him, accident or on purpose, he blushes massively and looks away. 
-Travis bites his hands or fingers when it's time to go home. 


-Travis always wears his magenta sweater a size bigger than needed. I confronted him about it and 
he just claims that his mom buys him the wrong size. 


-Travis can't stand Larry. Not like he wants to hurt Larry, but more like he's scared of Larry. 
-Travis always looks at me during Math, he still thinks I don't notice. 


-Travis has never bothered to touch my ears or tail. He knows it makes me nervous and I'm prone 
to make weird noises if he does. He seems to avoid them as much as possible, though. Is he being 
nice? 


I looked at Travis, my pen pressed to my notepad. I had been writing notes over him for two days 
now. I don't know why, but I felt compelled to write about him and all the new things I noticed. 


He looked up at me and scowled. I jumped, dropping my pen, and hurriedly looked back down at 
my paper. Larry looked at me and leaned down to pick up my pen. He handed it to me and leaned 
over. 

"Man, why do you keep looking at Travis? Do you and he have a secret thing going? I'll back off 
him if you do, but--" I slapped a hand over his mouth to such him and violently shook my head. 
"Shut your mouth. No, no we don't. Come with me." I got up from the lunch table and walked out 
the big doors, Larry trailing my steps. 

"What's an up, little man?" Larry asked I shoved the notepad that I had been using to take notes of 
Travis into his hands. 

"Look," I said. Larry skimmed over the notes. 

"Pfft, he's scared of me?" He looked at me. 

"You stalkin' Travis?" I looked at him, face ablaze. 

"No! I'm just taking notes...I don't know much about Travis, but I want to." I explained. 

"Just talk to him?" Larry suggested. 

"T've tried. He just pushes me away and calls me a homo." I gave out a sigh of defeat. I gently take 
the notepad away from Larry and stuff it in my back pocket. 

"Pull him away and isolate him with you? Or you could start sticking notes in his locker and then 
ask him to meet you somewhere?" Larry suggested. I shook my head. 

"The last one sounds like it came out of some weird anime cliqué." I giggled softly. I looked at 
Larry. 

"Read this. I think Travis wrote it." I pulled the crumpled note I had found in the bathroom out of 
my pocket. I've been carrying it around because I plan to give it back to Travis. Larry quickly 
skimmed over the note. 

"Dude, if Travis wrote this, he's gay. And he's gay for you." Larry looked at me with a smirk. My 
face turned ten times brighter. 


"H-How could you tell that?!" I sputtered out. 

"Boys pick on people they like because they can't express their feelings. Travis is raised by a hella 
Christian preacher father meaning he's told all gays are bad. If he's gay then he thinks he's a sinner 
in the eyes of his god. If he's a sinner in the eyes of his god they haven't get into heaven. If he can't 
get into heaven then he goes to hell. Hell is described as a horrible place. Travis, pissed off that 
he's gay for you, starts bullying you because he's confused and hates himself, but just can't get over 
you. But that's just my thoughts on this. My advice, use his note to strike up a conversation out of 
him." Larry shrugged, handing the note back. I stared at him. 

"Larry, that was amazing! That's what I'm gonna do!" I yelled, jumping up in excitement. 


~°Travis' P.O. V°~ 


I looked up from my lunch, meeting Sal's eyes. His ears pressed back as I scowled at him. 

God damn he's cute 

I shook my head and looked back up. Sal was leaving the cafeteria with Larry trailing behind him. 
Probably gonna go make out in the bathroom. Fucking stupid Larry. Stupid Sal always being so 
damn cute... 

I muttered and glared down at my food. I wasn't hungry. I looked back up. Sal was approaching 
me, a crumbled piece of paper in his hands. 


Oh god, what's he gonna do?! 


~°Chapter 3°~ That Damn Note 


~°Travis' P.O. V°~ 

Sal stood in front of me, then he slipped a piece of paper in front of me. 

"I don't want your love note fag." I hissed at him and scowled. All he did was chuckle. God that 
was cute. 

"T actually think it's your love note." He leaned on the table. I could feel my face heat up. I 
snatched up the note and looks over it. Fuck! 

"Where did you get this?" I questioned. He grabbed my hand a pulled me up, leading me out of the 
lunch room. 


We walked into the bathroom and he pointed down by the trashcan. I must've missed my shot... 
"Travis?" He looked at me. He seemed hesitant. His ears were pressed back. 

"Do you like me?" His words rung through my mind and before I could process them I lifted my 
fist and punched him. It wasn't too hard, but it was hard enough to send him back into the sinks. He 
groaned and held his stomach, letting out a small whine of pain. 

"Travis..." He looked up at me with hurt eyes and he pulled himself up to stand. 

"You don't need to be so violent. Just talk to me..." He words were laced with a sincere tone as he 
tried to approach me. 


I could feel my walls crumbling around me. 


I flung my arms around him and started sobbing uncontrollably. Years and years of closeted pain 
rushing out through my tears. He fell to the floor from my force then wrapped his arms around me 
in a comforting hug. 

Why does everything so wrong feel so right...? 


~*Chapter 4*~ Tell Me. 


~*Sal's P.O.V*~ 

Travis sobbed into my shoulder as I held him close to me. His body was shaking and he was 
blubbering about his home life and how bad it was. He looked at me, tears streaming down his 
face. 

"And--" He hiccuped and sniffled. 

"And the worst part is that...that." He let out a loud sob and buried his face into my shoulder. 
I've never seen someone so distraught and hurt. 

"He...He beats me at least every day." He was finally able to manage out through his sobs. I 
tensed. 

"Who...?" I asked. I was greeted with silence. I turned my head to see he had fallen asleep. He had 
cried himself to sleep. 


He looked so peaceful. His blonde hair hung over his tired features. I smiled and pressed the lips of 
my prosthetic to his temple. I guess I could lay here until he wakes up. 


~*Timeskip*~ 


I opened my eyes and looked around. I must've fallen asleep. I looked down. Travis was gone. In 
his place was a slip of paper. I picked it up and unfolded it. 


Thanks, Sally Face. Tell no one about this. 
Call me, or don't: XXX-XXX-XXXX. 


I smiled and put the slip of paper in my pocket. I slowly stood up and walked out of the bathroom. I 
glanced around the halls. It's the end of the day. Children were filling the halls and walking 
outside. I went to my locker to get my stuff before joining them. 


I stood outside and looked around. 

Where the fuck is Larry? I thought to myself. I started to walk to the sidewalk. 

I'd find his eventuality. As I was walking, I ran into someone. "Hey, watch where you're going--!!!" 
They started. I looked up and met the eyes of Travis Phelps. 


He closed his mouth and just stared at me. His face was flushed a dark red. I smiled. 

"Hey, Travis!" I stripped cheerfully. He crossed his arms. 

"Hi there, homo." He hissed. I rolled my eyes, deciding to ignore the homo part. 

"Would you like to come to the park with me?" His eyes widened when he scoffed. 

"Why are you asking me? Go with your little boyfriend Larry." He responded, pushing me back a 
little. 

"One, I can't find Larry and Two, he's not my boyfriend. I don't have a lover." I said. He seemed to 
be filled with relief when I said mt second statement. 

"So?" I asked. 

"So what?" He shrugged. 

"Are you coming with me or not?" I said. He let out a sigh like I was sitting there and begging me. 
"Yeah, sure, whatever." He responded. I smiled. 

"Sweet!" I reached to grab his hand but quickly retracted me hand thinking he probably wouldn't 
like that. I turned on my heels and started to make it down the sidewalk, Travis following far 
behind. 


Hanging out with Travis. Sweet. 


~*Chapter 5*~ Park 


~°Sal's P.O.V°~ 


As I walked into the park, Travis looked so amazed. He looks like he had never seen a park before. 
I chuckled softly before leaning into him slightly. He looked at me. 

"What are you doing?" He asked and I just ignored it. 

"You like?" I asked, throwing my hand out to gesture to the park. He nodded slightly. I smiled 


After a bit of just standing there, I got an idea. I looked at Travis, who was crouched down and 
playing with an ant hill by poking it with a stick. 

"Hey, Travis," I said and he turned his head to me. 

"What?" He responded. I walked up to him and kneeled down to poke him in the shoulder. 

"Tag," I said before getting up and running off. I started giggling madly as I climbed up into the 
playground area and hid in the slide. I covered the mouth of my prosthetic, trying to muffle my 
giggles. I could hear him walking around in the wood chips. 

"Sally Face!" He called out. I giggled softly and he poked his head into the slide. 

"Found you." I let out a childish squeal and pushed myself up the slide. I climb on top of the slide 
and looked at Travis. I looked around before lifting the bottom of my prosthetic just enough for 
him to see my mouth. I stuck my tongue out at him. I was quick to re-adjust my prosthetic to cover 
my face again. He protested by climbing onto the slide with me. I started to walk backward. I 
must've missed a step or something because next thing I knew I was laying in the wood chips, 
Travis kneeling next to me. I shook my head and sat up. 

"He lives!" I announced, standing up and brushing the wood chips off the front of clothes and back 
of my jeans. 


Travis and I started walking down a trail in the woods. 

"Sally Face?" He said. I hummed in response. 

"You still have wood chips on your back." I groaned in response. I didn't feel like shaking out my 
shirt again! I growled and pulled off my shirt causing Travis to let out a stuttered protest. I watched 
his face burn dark red. 

"If you don't wanna look at me shirtless then don't look at me," I responded to his protest as I 
started shaking the fuck out of the shirt. I didn't mind not having a shirt on. It was just the two of 
us, so I didn't feel that self-conscious. I looked over at Travis, who was still staring at me and 
chuckled. 

"See something you like?" I joked before putting my shirt back on. He shook his head, crossing his 
arms and huffing while responded with 'no, that would be gay and I'm not gay’. I laughed softly in 
response to his cover-up. I knew now that he actually did like me, even though he's probably too 
dense to realize it himself. That's fine though, 


I can wait as long as needed. 


~*Chapter 6*~ Star Gazing 


~°Travis' P.O. V°~ 


I laid back in a clearing me and Sal found. Sal's eyes lit up when he looked up. The sun had set and 
I knew my dad was gonna beat me senseless when I got home. I didn't really care at that moment 
though. I was unsure of why, but it probably had something to do with Sal. I think it was the aura 
he produced. It was so calm and carefree. He was loving, accepting, everything I honestly needed. I 
sat up and violently shook my head. 


No! That's wrong! Sal's a freak! A no-faced, stupid freak! But he's so sweet... It's wrong to feel this 
way! It makes you a sinner! 


I was snapped out of my thoughts when Sal waved his hand in front of my face. 
"Travis? You alright?" He asked, his voice sounded worried. 


God, I loved his voice. It was so deep and he always sounded tired. 


I shook my head some more, trying to shake out my sinful thoughts. Sal looked at like I was insane, 
ears pressed back. 

"Travis?" He asked again. I looked at him and hummed in response. 

"Are you feeling okay? You seem distracted..." Sal said. 

"Yeah. I'm okay." I answered. Sal nodded slightly then sat down. He sat between my knees then he 
leaned back and his head rested on my stomach. My face flushed a dark red. 

"What the hell are you doing?" I asked, trying to keep my embarrassment down. He looked up at 
me. 

"I'm just sitting." He responded oh-so-innocently. 

"Could you not sit like that?" I asked. 

"Oh?" Sal hummed. 


In a few moments, he had me pinned to the grass. He gripped my wrist, which was pinned on 
either side of my head, and straddled my hips. His tail flicked in amusement as I struggled 
underneath him. 

"Would you like this instead?" He cooed in my ear, amusement laced his voice as he watched my 
ears turn bright red. 

"Get off me fag! This is gay!" I yelled. Sal chuckled and let go. He sat up and so did I. 


He was still sitting between my legs. 


"So? What's wrong with gay?" He asked. He was responding to what I yelled. 

"'Man shall not lie down with a boy' " I quoted. 

"It's a sin. God hates sinners, so god hates gays." I added. 

"Man shall not lie down with the boy," Sal responded, putting emphasis on the word boy. 

"That's against pedophilia. Young boys were like a tribute to god or some shit." Sal shrugged. I 
grew frustrated with him. 

"Still being gay is a sin." I protested. 

"Have you ever tried something 'gay'?" Sal asked, putting quotations around the word gay. I shook 
my head. 

"Then how do you know it's a sin?" He asked. 

"It's in the Bible-" I started, but he interrupted. 

"Fuck the bible! Travis, you seriously only live once! Are you gonna spend it sitting here abiddibg 
to everything the bible says?" He asked. I thought for a minute the Sal stood up. 


"C'mon! I've got a fucked up face, but I have not let that stop me from living!" He jumped around. I 
was surprised by how hyper he got. He kept jumping then put his hands on my shoulders. 

"Travis! Come live with me! Let's have an adventure! Just tonight. We'll run the town and do crazy 
teenager stuff!" He said. 


Should I really? Father would kill me...You know what. Sally Face is right! Let's live for tonight! 


~*Chapter 7*~ Gay 


This chapter contains a bit of a make-out session. Yeah, I know. Pretty cancerous of me to do, 
right? Yeah, well. Realistically, they're teenage boys. Experimenting can get a little like that at 
times. It makes me feel dirty to do them like this, but well, Y'know. Don't like, don't read. 


~°Sal's P.O.V°~ 


Travis stared at me. He was bouncing with excitement. I've never seen him like this. 

"What are we gonna do first?" Travis asked. I thought for a moment then smirked. I pinned him up 
against a nearby tree. 

"Well...I think we should give you your first gay experience." I watched his face flush darkly. He 
stared at me then flipped our positions. My back hit the tree and he leaned into my ear. His breath 
was hot and it made my ears flick. 

"You're wrong if you think I'm gonna let you dominate me." He whispered. I blushed darkly. It 
was Odd to have him acting like this. His hands slipped behind my head. I could feel them tug 
softly at my clasp. 

"I kinda need to..." He trailed off. I nodded my head slightly and felt the straps loosen up. I held 
my hand to my prosthetic and took it off. I was blushing madly as I looked at him. He reached a 
hand up and gently traced my scars. He lightly smiled at me. 

"You're so beautiful..." He said. I smiled slightly. He leaned in and I closed my eyes, feeling his 
lips press against mine. 


The kiss was gentle at first. It was sweet. He held my face and I held his shoulders. It was sweet 
bliss. I almost hated to admit that I was really liking this. 


After a bit, the kiss got a little rough. It was a playful rough though. He'd gently bite my lip 
occasionally. I was surprised by this. He seemed so on board with this. 


We pulled away for breath. I panted softly and felt his hands travel down to my waist. He rocked 
us from side to side, gently pulling me away from the tree as he did so. When we both caught our 
breath, he leaned again. This time though, his lips pressed to my neck. His kisses were soft and 
gentle, they also kinda tickled, he also would look up at me from time to time. It was like he was 
asking if it was okay for him to do this. I gave him a little nod sometimes. 


He smirked a bit and gave me a soft bite. I gasped at his action and gripped hard at his sweater. 
"Oh, Travis~!" I gasped out lightly. He was obviously encouraged by this and did it again, this time 
a little harder. I gasped in response again. 

"I'm not made of glass you know," I said. He looked up at me, seeming hesitant about leaving 
marks. I nodded at him to tell him it was okay. It's not like anyone was gonna see, I wear a 
turtleneck. He bit me roughly. I bit my lip and let out a soft, muffled moan. He pulled away and 
lightly kissed his mark. I panted softly and loosened my grip on his sweater. He peppered my neck 
in little kisses and all I did was a giggle. 


~°Timeskip°~ 


He laid his head on my shoulder. I was sitting on his lap and he had his hands on my hips. My neck 
was littered with little bruises. 

"I can't believe you let me do that..." Travis muttered softly, poking softly at some of the bruises. I 
laughed. 

"Yeah, well you seemed to really have enjoyed yourself." I joked. I didn't leave any hickeys on 
Travis' neck. He warned me not to and told me his dad would have his head if he found out. Of 


course, I ended up leaving a good share of hickeys on his chest and collarbone. We didn't go all the 
way, Travis probably thanks God for that, because Travis might have had a heart attack if we tried. 
We did do a good share of things. 


After a moment of silence, I finally asked. 
"So? What'd you think about it?" I hummed, gently playing with his hair. 


I had learned he really liked when his hair was pulled or played with. 


He let out a sigh, knowing exactly what I was talking about. 

"I'm not gonna lie to you. That was a great experience so I guess gay is okay..." He muttered softly. 
I smiled and giggled. He leaned into my ear. 

"I also wouldn't mind doing more." He whispered, voice low. I blushed madly. 

"Travis! A-Another time, okay. Another session for another time." I stuttered out. 

"T'll hold you to that," Travis mumbled and went back to nuzzling my neck. I sighed. 


I don't know how Travis makes me feel anymore, but he'a really fucking good at making out-- 


~°Chapter 8°~ Run The Town Ramped 


~°Travis' P.O. V°~ 


Sal led me to his apartment and was currently looking for some clothes for me to where. He said 
my sweater would bring too much attention. 
"Ah-ha!" Sal said, pulling out an outfit. 


(( Too lazy to describe their outfits. )) 


I looked at him, holding the outfit he has thrown to me. 

"Where do I-" I started but he cut me off 

"Just change in here. I won't be looking." He said, still looking through his dresser. My face 
burned, but I comply anway. I turn away from him and start to strip off my clothes then put on the 
outfit Sal gave me. I stood up after putting on the shoes and adjusted the beanie. I was really 
surprised that it fit me. I smiled at it then turned to face Sal. I was about to say something but 
atopped when I saw his outfit. 


He was flattening out the skirt when he caught me staring. My face felt like it was a million 
degrees. 

"Wh-Why ate you...Why are you dressed like that?" I asked. Sal giggled. 

"You've obviously never snuck out with anither person, have you?" He asked and I shook my head. 
"Well somtimes, we'll see people who know us coming our way and we'll have to pose as a kissing 
couple so they don't see our faces and stuff." He explained. 

"You don't have to dress as a girl for that." I remarked. 

"If people who know you recognize you would you want them to see you kissing a boy?" He asked 
and I shook my head. 

"Well there you go." He said. 

"Now then." He said, grabbing my hand. 

"Let's go run the town ramped!" He exclaimed, pulling me out of his apartments. 


~°Chapter 9°~ Broken Bones 


°Travis' P.O. V°~ 


Sal held my hand as we walked down the sidewalk. He was giggling like mad while gently pulling 
my hand so I'd keep with him. 


For such a small boy, he moved so quick. 
I heard someone talking and I turned around. 
Larry! 


I looked at Sal with panicked eyes. He looked back at me and noted my panic. 
"Follow my lead." He whispered. 


In a swift movement, we were up against a wall. His back was pressed to it and his arms were 
around my neck. My hands found their way to his hips. He was holding his prosthetic with one 
hand. I could feel the face pressed against my back. He was looking at Larry from out of the corner 
of his eye before he slammed his lips against mine. I closed my eyes and kissed back, trying to 
make this look as natural as possible. I felt his hand trail up the back of my neck, causing me to 
shiver, before his fingers tangled into my hair. 

"Get a room you two!" I heard Larry yell. 


Thank god that he was kinda dumb. 


Sal pulled away from me after he was sure Larry had gone. There was a string of saliva connecting 
our lips. Sal laughed softly while I quickly broke the string and wiped my lips. 

"Damn Trav. I didn't know you liked using your tongue~" He smirked causing me to blush. I 
pushed away from him. 

"Sh-Shut it." I stuttered. 


~°Time skip°~ 


I was laughing like mad as Sal pulled me through the woods then he tripped. I heard a sickening 
break and Sal screamed. I looked down. Sal was clutching his arm, suddenly silent. He arm was 
contorted in an odd manner. 


He broke his arm. 


I quickly pulled out Sal's phone from my back pocket and called the ambulance. As I explained to 
them what had happened Sal started to come out of shock. I closed the phone and Sal looked down 
at his arm. 


He screamed amd started sobbing. 
I quickly picked him up and sprinted out of the woods to the aound of sirens. 
As Sal was put in the ambulance, I tried asking the paramedic to let me ride with him. 


I felt sick thinking thag I actually cared for the blue haired freak. But hearing his scream made my 
heart drop. 


"Sorry, only immediate family allowed in." He said. I looked down at the gold ring I had on from 


Sal. It was part of my outfit. 

"I'm... I'm his husband." I said, holding up my hand for the man to see the ring. He let out a sigh, 
clearly annoyed and exhausted. He let me in and I sat down, looking at a panicked Sal who was 
currently being numbed so he'd stop screaming. 


God this got bad... This got real bad. Sal must so mad and upset. This is all my fault. 


~°Chapter 10°~ Still Fun 


~°Travis' P.O.V°~ 
Me and Sal had just left the hospital. His arm was in a cast yet he still seemed super super happy. 
Must be the left over anesthesia or somthing. 


After a bit of walking Sal started laughing. 

"What?" I asked. He put his working hand and continued laughing. 

"You... You were so detrimed to get into the ambulance with me for who knows why that you...you 
pretended to be my husband, that whole time!" He gasped between laughs. My face burned. 


I did do that. 


"H-Hey! Shut up! I just didn't wanna have to walk to the hospital." I protested. He looked up at me 
and giggled. 

"Yeah... Yeah. Then why'd you call me all the nicknames? Baby Blue? Babe? Honey?" He said, 
poking my shoulder after nickname I had called him. 

"I might have been delusional with anesthesia but I think you even called me my angel." He added 
then nudged me. My cheeks were growing hotter by thr minute. 

"IT only called you those names so that it would be more convincing that we were married." I said. 
He giggled then snorted, covering his face in embarssemt. 

"Oh my god!" He said as I watched his ears turn red. 

"Did you just snort?” I asked, chuckling. 


Fuck, that was really cute though. 


He shook his head. 

"No!" He yelled, blushing madly. I only laughed and put an arm around his neck. 

"So... Even with that broken arm, did you have fun?" I asked. He put his non-broken hand on my 
arm and chuckled. 

"Yeah. Yeah. I did. I really did." He said. I smiled. 

"Good." I muttered softly. 

"Now then." Sal started. 


"Let's go to my apartment and watch a movie." 


~°Chaptet 11°~ Travis? 


~°Travis' P.O. V°~ 


As we made it into Sal's room, he collapsed on the bed. I walked over to him and looked down at 
him. 

"Don't you think we should change?" I said. He groaned and got up, walking over two his dresser 
and pulling out to outfits at random. He tossed me one then turned away from me. We stood on 
opposite sides of the room. 


As I was about to put the shirt on, a pair of arms snaked around my waist and a face was pressed to 
my back. 

"You okay there Blue?" I asked, blushing massively. I only got a groan in response. 

"Can I put a shirt on?" [ asked. Sal shook his head and started to step backwards. I involuntarily 
followed. He sat down on the bed and pulled me down with him. 


I laid flat on the bed and Sal curled up into my side. 
"You tired?" I asked. 
"Yeah, no shit." Sal tiredly responded. He looked up at me. His blue eyes met my black ones. 


"Hey Travis?" Sal started. He sat up and I did too. 
"Yeah?" I said. 
"You know, you never answered my question back in the bathroom." He stated. 


Which question? 

"Which one?" I asked. He laughed softly and got close to my face. 
"Do you like me?" 

~°Sal's P.O.V°~ 


Travis didn't dare meet my eyes after that question. He was blushing massively. 

"Well, uh. You see, uhm." He tried to explain. I sat there patiently. He nervously chuckled and 
scratched the back of his neck. 

"When you mean like do you mean like, I enjoy your company or do you mean like, I would like to 
pin you to a wall and roughly kiss you?" He asked, flustered. I chuckled. 

"God, you're such a wreck." I muttered. 

"It's cute, don't get me wrong. Also, I mean the second option." I said. He continued to try and 
stutter out a response, yet he grew frusterated. He growled. 

"You know what. I'll just show you." He said. I was about to ask what he meant, but he ripped off 
my prosthetic and pressed his lips to mine. I almost instantly kissed him back. 


I'll take that as a yes. 


~°Chapter 12°~ I Love You 


~°3rd Person P.O. V°~ 


The morning sun filtered through the half closed curtains awaking the two males laying in the bed 
next to eachother. 


The blue haired male was the first to awaken completely and stir around under the covers. He sat 
up in the bed and looked down at the pair of tan arms wrapped around his waist. The body 
connected to the arms groaned and tried to pull the smaller male back down under the warm 
covers. 

"Morning Travis." Said the smaller male, voice deep with a tired tone. The tan male, or Travis, 
groaned again yet he sat up and earned a kiss on the cheek. 

"Good Morning Sal." He said, returning the kiss on the cheek and smiling softly. 

"Did you sleep well?" The smaller male, or Sal, asked. He only earned a muffled mutter. Sal 
smiled at his new boyfriend. They had gotten together after sharing a passionate kiss and heartfelt 
confessions the night before. 


Sal let the older boy continue to sleepily cuddle him. 

"Can we just stay like this all day?" Travis asked the smaller male who chuckled. 

"I wish but we have school." Sal said which earned another groan. Sal chuckled as he squirmed out 
of the older male's grasp and made his way to his dresser. He pulled out two outfits and tossed one 
to the male who was still laying in bed. 

"C'mon honey. Get up." He said, cooing softly to get him up. There was shuffling and finally the 
boy rised out of the bed and got out from under the covers. His hair was a mess and there were 
hickeys and various scratches on his chest and collarbone that were completely visable from the 
lack of a shirt. He looked so angry for having to get up. This caused the younger male to laugh 
softly and make his way over to him. His pressed his scarred lips against the taller's chapped one as 
an apology. Travis accept the apology, but wasn't letting that just be it. He grabbed Sal's belt loops 
and pulled him closer before resting one hand on his waist and let the other tangle in the blue locks 
of his new lover. The was a small gasp from the other, but of course no struggle. Sal let Travis take 
control. Travis smirked against his lips and gently bit his bottom lip to ask for access. The smaller 
male put his hands on his chest and playfully denied his access. There was a low growl and then 
Sal's ass was squeezed. Sal gasped, finding his partner's confidence and dominance slightly 
shocking. Their kiss/makeout sessions lasted a few minutes before they both had to pull away so 
they could breathe. They both stared into the other's eyes, smiling like dorks. Travis had his hands 
on Sal's hips and he gently swayed them both side to side. The smaller boy started giggling causing 
his taller lover to look at him confused. 

"What?" The blonde asked. 

"Oh nothing. I just realized that I love you so very much." The blunette cooed softly, dreamily 
staring up at his lover. The blonde blushed massively and pulled his partner close. He burried his 
face in his partner's hair and started to cry softly. 

"Honey? What's wrong?" Sal asked. There was a sniffle and a soft whine. 

"I just love you so much and even though I was a complete asshole to you, you were so kind to me. 
And hearing that you love me just made my heart melt, because eveb though I used to bully you 
and call you awful names you still didn't stop being nice to me. And I just don't deserve you and-" 
Travis whined but was cut off by a soft kiss on the lips. Sal smiled. 

"Travis, what you did wasn't your fault. You're dad was abusing you for somthing you had no 
control over. You needed someone to love you and tell you that it was all gonna be okay. All I want 
to do is be that person. I love you, Travis. I really do." Sal calmly said, causing the blonde to sob. 
"I love you too, Sal." 


"love you..." 


~°Chapter 13°~ Sorry 


~°Third Person P.O.V°~ 
The two enjoyed their relationship until that one, havoc-reaking day. 


Sal and Travis had gotten home after a nice walk when Sal had started getting odd text from Larry. 
Sal furrowed his brows when Larry stopped answering then called him. He muttered a bit and 
cursed when he didn't get an answer. He looked at his sleeping boyfriend as of four years now and 
sighed. He shoved his phone in his pocket and sprinted out of the house. 


After that, everything was blur. All he knew was that he had made it out of the apartments, bloody 
and numb. He frantically looked around and met eyes with a fearful Travis. They stared at 
eachother, both in fear for different reasons. 

"Sal!" Travis yelled, running up and wrapping his arms around the bloody boy. Sal dropped his 
weapon and clung onto the blonde, starting to sob. 

Sirens approached and both were forcefully pulled away from eachother by cops. Travis reached 
out to his boyfriend who soon collapsed on the ground and started screaming his lungs out, tugging 
on his hair roughly. 


There was another blur of events then Sal woke up in a jail cell. The day of his trial. 


He was escorted out into the court. All he remembers from that was that he was guilty and 
sentenced to death. He was visted by Travis many times. They shared so many words and wished 
for so many things while a slab of bulletproof glass separated them for the other's much needed 
and missed touch. Everything was going well. Except for one day, Travis came. He was excited to 
see Sal. Ecstatic even. Expect the marks of biting and bruises on his neck told Sal an entirely 
different story. Sal was silent for the most part. Devastated, but realived. Then he couldn't take it. 
He slammed his hands down and screamed dirty, unforgivable things at Travis through the phone 
they used. Travis screamed things equally unforgivable back. Though it was never spoken that they 
had broken up, that's what it felt like to Sal. He was up all night awaiting his death. Wishing for it 
to arrive faster. 


Then it finally did. 
He compiled to everything. As he sat in the chair there was banging on the door. 
Ash. 


She was yelling, crying, holding a picture of ghost Larry while banging on the door. Sal watched, 
unable to do anything about it. He finally felt it. The electricity run through his body. He jerked 
around like a ragdoll being swung by a toddler for a few moments before he finally felt that sweet 
relief of death. 


Goodbye world. Goodbye Travis. 


Travis on the other hand was devastated. Torn apart. He knew Sal had been executed today and 
now all he felt was grief. He felt sick. He had said such awful things to him on his last day of 
visiting him. He couldn't take it. 


Your fault. Your fault. Your fault. Your fault. 


That's all he heard. Replaying his mind. Drowing out his other thoughts. He screamed in agony and 


pulled his hair. In frantic of grief, he ran into the kitchen. He grabbed the largest knife at stared at 
it. Tears streamed down his face. 


I'm sorry Sal. I'm not strong enough to continue on without you. 


He let out a sob before plunging the knife into his gut. He let out a pained gasp and fell to the floor. 
He laid there, quickly bleeding out on the white tile floor of his kitchen. A weak smile stretched 
across his lips and he closed his eyes. 


He was alone with Sal in life, but he wouldn't be without him in death. 
THE END. 


AN: Should I write another Sal X Travis story? Comment what you thought of this ending and if I 
should or shouldn't. 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


